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e There is time while the vessel tarries still,
There is time while her shrouds are slack,

There is time ere her sails to the west wind fill.,

Ere her tall masts vanish from town and from hill,
Ere cleaves to her keel the track:

There is time for confession to those who will,
To those who may never come back.*

c Sir priest, you can shrive these men of mine,

And, I pray you, shrive them fast,
And shrive those hardy sons of the brine,
Captain and mates of the Eglantine,

And sailors before the mast;
Then pledge me a cup of the Cyprus wine,

For I fain would bury the past.'

' And hast thou naught to repent, my son ?

Dost thou scom confession and shrift ?
Ere thy sands from the glass of time shall run
Is there naught undone that thou shouldst have donea

Naught done that thou shouldst have left ?
The guiltiest soul may from guilt be won,

And the stoniest heart may be cleft.'

* Have my ears been closed to the prayer of the poorv

Or deaf to the cry of distress ?
Have I given little, and taken more ?
Have I brought a curse to the widow's door ?

Have I wronged the fatherless ?
Have I steeped my fingers in guiltless gore*

That I must perforce confess ? *

c Have thy steps been guided by purity
Through the paths with wickedness rife ?

Hast thou never smitten thine enemy ?

Hast thou yielded naught to the lust of the eye,
And naught to the pride of life ?

Hast thou passed all snares of pleasure by ?
Hast thou shunned all wrath and strife ? '